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do you not know my new Chamberlain ?y> She leaned over me and pulled at once all the three bell ropes at the head of my bed. My valet de chambre and women came running in all together. "Send in the gentleman who is in the salon,** said she to the valet de chambre; and in walked M. de Forbin.
I do not know whether I am infected with the prejudices of persons who are growing old, but I must say that in my opinion the present day does not produce men so attractive for talents, manners, and personal appearance, as numbers who figured at the period of which I am writing, and among whom M. de Forbin was eminently distinguished. He was well formed and handsome; his language was remarkable for grace and elegance, and his abilities in painting, poetry, and literature made him the most delightful drawing-room companion in the world. Such was the M. de Forbin whom the Princess Borghese brought into my chamber while I lay in bed, to show me HER CHAMBERLAIN; for her State household was as yet a splendid novelty, the establishment being composed of persons no better suited to each other than that of Madame M&re.
Madame de Champagny (Duchesse de Cadore), wife of the Minister for Foreign Affairs, was lady of honor. I have met with few women so indifferent to their person as was Madame de Champagny. She was the most worthy but wearisome, the most tender yet least feminine woman I have ever known. Her tenderness, indeed, was all reserved for her husband, who might fairly be cited as a model of excellence in every respect, but seemed to have been gifted by a wicked fairy, who neutralized all his good qualities with a most disagreeable exterior united to towering pretensions. He spared no pains to please, flatter, and oblige susceptible women who might make him happy; but he unfortunately carried in his own person an antidote to all his efforts.
Madame de Barral, now Madame de Septeuil, was a tall, handsome, and graceful woman, with too small a head for her formidable stature, but she was sprightly and altogether agreeable. The newly-married Marquise de Brehan, daughter of M. de Cressy," was handsome, well made, with an air of fashion, and a most fascinating address; pretty light hair, feet eminently French, that is